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Makhno grew up in Ukraine smelling of ma- 
nure and hating landowners’ perfume. He 
ended up in prison where his anarchist friend 
Arsinov wrote his biography with a burnt 
match on toilet paper he hid up his bum. 


In 1917 there were Russian revolutions every 
month. Mahkno formed an anarchist army 
against aristocratic balls, rich farmers and dic- 
tator states like Lenin’s commie socialist one. 
They set up free schools, free villages, free orgies 
and printed money on toilet paper for a laugh. 


Every side picked a colour: Mikhno’s Black 
Army beat the White Royalists, a Green Army 
(the nationalists not the other ones), a Pur- 
ple German one and fought Trotsky’s attack- 
ing Red Army who invited them to a friendly 
meeting to murder them. 


Attack on Charlie Hebdo 
and Freedom of Speech 
— Politics of Palestinian 
Struggle — Iron Sky: 
the Coming Race — lan 
Bone and Class War — 
Plus Much More 


Matkho fled to France as a carpenter where he 
built a platform for anarchists who didn't like 
it and kept arguing. Arsinov said anarchism 
was rubbish after all and went back to the 
USSR socialists who shot him. 
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Editorial 


It's been three years in the making, and we're certain you'll agree that it wasn’t worth the wait. We expect 
that whilst you're thumbing your way through the usual inanity and misjudged political commentary, you'll 
find yourself questioning why you keep reading this shit. Oh wait a minute, is that a zombie Peter Kropotkin 
chowing down on the head of Kate and Wills’ new baby? Yes it is. Now or Never! gives you the stuff you really 
want, even if you don't know it yet. 

Ona more sombre note, the killing of several staff members at Charlie Hebdo left us shocked. That people 
can be gunned down for essentially taking the piss, is frankly terrifying. Okay, so you follow the worst 
religion, are incapable of rational thought and clearly a lack a sense of humour... but really? It is inspiring 
that Charlie Hebdo responded with another picture of Mohammed on their next cover, and in a very Gallic 
way mocked hypocritical world leaders who spoke in support of the magazine by scoffing “we vomit on all 


these people”. Vive le libertie! 


We're not sure when the next issue of Now or Never! will surface; various circumstances have conspired 


against any kind of regularity (such as it was!) for the foreseeable future . But as always we're after new 


writers and artists, so please get in touch. “Til next time... 
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Words of Wisdom 


from Chairman Vic 


Our resident Stalinist/Maoist/Leninist explores some of today’s impor- 
tant issues. By choosing the enlightenment of the 'red path’, we can 
all achieve clarity and logic that has been denied to us through liberal 
capitalist brainwashing. Onward to a Workers’ Utopia! 


In Defence of Putin and Sha- 
ria Law 


Once again the hideous spectre 

of German imperialism casts its 
shadow across a weak and divided 
Europe, like a great black eagle 
spreading its wings and flexing its 
iron talons. Kaiser Adolf Merkel 
casts a steely blue accusative gaze to- 
wards the poor vulnerable and gul- 
lible people of the Ukraine, fanning 
the flames of ethnic tension, funding 
the assassins of the defenders of the 
proletariat, the trade unions, and 
even shooting down friendly pas- 
senger planes in the hope of drawing 
America and Britain into her axis of 
evil. 


But wait, a hero has arisen, his time 
has come at last, finally a great man 
is called forward by destiny to halt 
the clicking, clanking war machine 
of the bloodthirsty Hun in its tracks. 
The mighty Vlad, a bare chested, 


bear wrestling, horse riding titan 
steps up and said “NO Merkel, you 
shall not pass”. This man who fol- 
lows in the footsteps of other mighty 
Russians of the past who fought 
tyranny and spread freedom and 

joy throughout the world, men like 
Stalin, Ivan the terrible and Genghis 
Khan. 


Finally the common man has a true 
champion, a man's man, a man who 
told Obama “You don't scare me, I 
wrestled a bear’, a man who stole the 
NFA football ring, saying, “I can kill 
a man with this”, like some kind of 
homo erotic Hobbit he stands before 
the Germanic gates of Mordor and 
tells the Valkyrie Merkel, “NO”. 


Now, Sharia law, I really don't see 
what all the fuss is about. A Stalin- 
ist/Maoist/Leninist perspective can 
easily resolve all of these problems. 
First of all, people love religion. So, 
much like capitalism, simply give 
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the customer what they want, after 
all the customer is always right. So 
what we need is a new religion and 
cult of the personality, I recommend 
Judeochristilamism, with Vlad as the 
one true prophet , and incorporate 
into that the best and most positive 
aspects of Islam, such as Sharia law 
but remove the more negative as- 
pects such as paedophilia and genital 
mutilation, (other than for aesthetic 
purposes). OK, now this reminds me 
very much of a conversation I once 
had with a psychiatrist in a high 
security asylum. He insisted that 
neither the death penalty or prison 
were effective, to which I replied 
“How many corpses commit crimes 
and how many people in prisons 
attack members of the public?” Well 
to be frank the answer to that one is 
rather obvious , but we are civilized 
people, we do not have to carry out 
Sharia law in a barbaric way. We 
don't want some refugee from the 
panto running around like Ali Baba 


chopping of peoples heads willy 
nilly in the market place, no. No-one 


wants that. We have electricity and 
lasers and painkillers; it could be 
done artistically with advertising on 
pay per view. Justice would finally 
be seen to be done, by professional 
people who are licensed and have 
been on training courses and belong 
to a union. And finally we come to 
the burka; this to is not a problem, 
we simply make it compulsory, for 
everyone, male and female but with 
a trousered version. I think I would 
look great in that as black makes 

me look slim, truly this would be a 
dictatorship of the proletariat with 
justice and equality for all; a peoples 
utopia. And best of all everyone 
would look like a ninja. 


Consenting Sex will not Exist 
until the Ruling Class have 
Perished 


For hundreds of years in the UK the 


bourgeois have been raping the chil- 
dren of the poor, mainly little boys, 
mainly because of the British private 
all male education system. This is 
where the children of the bourgeois 
are educated to believe that they are 
as gods and the rest of us are nothing 
more than beasts of burden bred to 
serve. To them sex eduction means 
nothing more than apprenticeships 
in hierarchical authoritarian power 
based homosexual sexual relation- 
ships. They call it fagging; when they 
leave these establishments they still 
want to rape little boys and so they 
use the patriarchal society in which 
we live and the taboos surrounding 
the open discussion of homosexual 
relationships to do exactly that. The 
only cure is a People's Revolution, 
followed by People's Justice and the 
bulldozing of the private schools , 
the corpses of the high and mighty 
could be ground into the cement 
used in the foundations of the new 
glorious state schools where all chil- 
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dren irrespective of race, creed, col- 
our or religion would receive exactly 
the same education. Sex eduction 
would be focused solely on the mass 
production of new citizens to serve 
the Workers’ Utopia. 


Enemies of the Glorious 
Workers’ State will find Jus- 
tice Fair but Merciless 


Obviously not everyone would 

be able to accept or enjoy all the 
delights of living in a post revo- 
lutionary Workers’ Utopian State. 
Potential enemies would have to be 
dealt with to protect the Revolution. 
#1. Russell Brand, that arch capital- 
ist running dog lackey; that cringing 
snivelling woman hating sexist pig 
agent provocateur, clearly an agent 
of the state, no horny handed son of 
toil he. Is that it? The best that the 
rebel leadership could bring forth, 
the Revolution's pride, what a vile 
and disgusting little man he is. The 


incident involving Jonathan Ross 
shows this unashamed self publi- 
cist in his truest light. A pied piper, 
looking for a revolution to hijack, 
leading comrades up blind alleys 
and generally derailing the Revolu- 
tion; a false prophet, a man of low 
character dealing in half truths for 
his own aggrandisement. In a Social- 
ist Utopia he will be given a fair trial 
followed by the peoples justice. This 


could mean a firing squad, a salt 


mine, re-education and/or brain 
surgery to cure him of his sickness, 
after which he could finally become 
a productive member of society. #2. 
George Galloway, that ridiculous 
caper monkey, that little cigar smok- 
ing shit cat impersonator, an elected 
MP who abandoned his constituents 
so that he could sniff Rula Lenska's 
piss on Channel Four. He is a mas- 
sive ego governed by his cock who 

is more than happy to climb into 
bed with the most unsavoury of 


political elements to further his own 
flagging career, namely the alleged 
multiple rapist leader of the SWP 
and any Muslim fascist he can lay his 
sweaty little hands on. As this little 
shit loves publicity so much, his trial 
shall be fully televised. #3. Finally 
the child molesters and rapists at the 
very heart of our government and 
ruling class; a nest of vipers so great 
and vast that a great many lime filled 
pits will have to be dug to dispose 

of the bodies of the great and the 
good, and many tons of quicklime to 
hide the stink of the rotten bloated 
corpses. No, there will be no place 
for any of them in the utopia to 
come. Aristocrats, judges, police, 
masons, military, social workers, 
doctors, priests, all feeding on the 
children of the poor; a conspiracy 
that has grown in Britain for hun- 
dreds of years, secretes so dark and 
foul that they will stop at nothing 

to cover it up and protect the status 


quo at all costs. I would like to wit- 
ness their executions personally, as 
would, I am certain, all the hundreds 
of victims, many of whom met early 
graves... In a post revolutionary so- 
ciety there would be no child abuse, 
all children would automatically 
become the property of the State 
and would be raised by the State 
according to strict guidelines and 
regulations, this would guarantee a 
constant supply of well balanced and 
well grounded individuals whose 
first loyalty would be to the State and 
not some outdated petty bourgeois 
concept of family. However it is not 
all bad news for our current masters; 
Kyle Minogue would be spared, she 
could be my personal assistant, to 
lighten up those nights that I bear 
the burden of the People's State and 
give joy to the proletariat. 


Solidarity comrades! 


Universal 
Credit 


Words: Scumbalina 


I’m sure you’ve already heard about Universal Credit, the government’s flagship programme to reform 
and simplify the current benefit system. It’s been in the news frequently since it’s inception in 2010 due 
to a constant stream of criticism and set backs. Now massively behind schedule, the frequent delays 
and technical problems have dominated reporting, but when (if indeed ever) it’s finally implemented 
nationwide, how will it actually impact on those currently claiming benefits? A survey by the National 
Landlords Association found that 50% of tenants were confused about the how the changes would af- 
fect them, and 21% were completely unaware of the planned switch to Universal Credit. So in case you’re 
one of those people (or if you know some one else who might be affected), here’s the very basics. 


Universal Credit affects means tested benefits paid to To determine what is expected of you as a claimant eve- 
those of working age. 


Six of the current benefits will be merged together 


ryone who receives Universal Credit will be placed into 
one of the following four ‘conditionality’ groups; 
into a single payment, so if you currently claim any of 


the following you'll be affected; ¢ No work-related requirements 


¢ Work-focused interview requirement only 


e Income-based Jobseeker’s Allowance ; ; 
¢ Work preparation requirement 


oI -related Empl tand S$ t 

Dee eee age ease mae ¢ All work-related requirements 
Allowance 

e Income Support 

e Child Tax Credit 


¢ Working Tax Credit 


Rather than receiving your money fortnightly or weekly, 
under Universal Credit you'll be paid monthly. 
If your partner is also eligible you'll receive one single 


joint monthly payment for the household. 
¢ Housing Benefit 
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If you are eligible for help with your rent, this will be 
paid to you directly as part of your Universal Credit pay- 
ment, and you will be responsible for paying it to your 
landlord. 

Everything will be done on computer. You will be ex- 
pected to make a new claim via the internet, and check 
any payments or updates to your claim online. 

If you are self employed you're likely to be hit the 
hardest by the changes. Under Universal Credit, you'll 
have to go for a “Gateway” interview to assess whether 
your business is viable. If it is, you'll be expected to 
make monthly earnings declarations, which will disre- 
gard trading losses, meaning you'll be unable to set any 
differences against a profit the following month. There 
will also be an assumed ‘minimum income floor; likely 
to be the current minimum wage for 35 hours a week. 


These assumed earnings will be included in your claim 


whether or not you are earning that much. The DWP 
say “If you earn less than the minimum income floor in 
any month, Universal Credit will not bridge that gap. 
This will encourage you to grow your business and make 
sure it can support you.” New businesses will be allowed 
a twelve month period before the assumed minimum 
income floor affects them (you are allowed one start-up 
every five years, but it must be in a different sector). You 
can find out more about how Universal Credit might af- 
fect you if you're self-employed at www.prowess.org.uk/ 
universal-credit-self-employed. 

If youd like more details of the how the changes may 
affect you, www.turn2us.org.uk has lots information, 
including how the new system affects those over Pen- 
sion Credit age and a timetable detailing when Universal 
Credit will be implemented for different claimants. 


The Dangers of Long 


Winter Evenings 


Words: Green Goblin 


Winter will soon be upon us once again, predictably 
enough, and here in the Norfolk countryside the dark- 
ness is especially dark and everything is coated in 

mud. These are the days when rural folk sit around the 
DVD player of an evening, whinging about the rubbish 
broadband and the erratic phone signal, and dozing off 
at about 6.30pm. It really is enough to make you turn to 
religion, but I for one don’t find any of the off-the-peg 
gods to my liking: too judgemental, too reactionary, too 
non-existant. So instead, I have resurrected the good old 
tradition of inventing a god to suit my needs, and I have 
to say I’m rather pleased with the result. I have decided 
to worship my wood burning stove. 


It's a nice, simple relationship between deity and devotee, 
with none of that “Thou shalt not” nonsense or cruelty to 
innocent goats. I give it offerings in the form of sticks; it 
gives me warmth and comfort while preventing the books 
from going mouldy. I call that pretty good results! Since I 
have stubbed my toe on it more than once, I have abso- 
lutely no problem believing that it exists. Happily, it hasn't 
the remotest interest in how I choose to conduct my life, 
as it is essentially a cast iron box and therefore has little 

in the way of opinions. The Lord my Stove is not a jealous 
god (see above), so I am free to worship other peoples’ 
stoves when I am away from home, although I tend not to 
covert them as very few are equal to mine in their godli- 


ness. During the summer months, when I am no longer 
in immediate need of warmth and comfort, my god very 
conveniently goes dormant and requires no offerings. 

I have no illusions that the Stove can read my thoughts 
or determine the future: that would be ridiculous. Simi- 
larly, my religion comes with no afterlife package, but 
hey, one can't have everything and I am content to settle 
for an improved quality of life during the years when I 
am in fact alive, given that this is entirely quantifiable, 
whereas afterlife is 100% unknown, not to mention 
unlikely. 


Have I converted you yet? No? Well, not to worry as 

the Lord my Stove isn’t fussed about converts so long 

as someone is there to feed it sticks. Of course, should I 
fail in my duties of stick provision, I won't get smited or 
damned; I just have to wear more clothes until I see the 
error of my ways and get off my arse to fetch the sticks. 
In my biased opinion, Wood Burning Stove Worship 
wipes the floor with the other major religions in terms of 
the measurable benefits vs inconvenience ratio, but do I 
go around saying that unbelievers should face a future of 
eternal torment involving fiery pits and pitchforks? No I 
don't. It’s just their look out, innit? 


Here is a parable from Wood Burning Stove-ism. The 
woman came home from work one day and spake unto 
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her boyfriend, “It’s not half chuffing cold today!” for 
verily there was a great sleeting without and a high 
wind was all around. And there was a load of laundry 
that would not dry and yea, it was cold even indoors. 
So together they knelt before the Stove and laid in its 
grate the holy scrunched up newspaper and thereup- 
on some dry kindling and thereupon a quartered log 
of birch. And they set a match to their offering and 
Lo! the Wood Burning Stove burst forth into flame 
and radiated a glorious heat. So the woman hung the 
wet clothes around the Stove, and the man set a kettle 
upon it, and after ten minutes had passed they had 

a nice cup of tea. The End. No allegorical interpreta- 
tions needed. 


Sometimes I feel moved to sing little verses of appre- 
ciation to my god. Most frequently along the lines of: 


but occasionally also: if gi 


I’m well aware that it can’t hear me, but when did that 
ever matter? The singing is just a cheerful thing for 
myself that reflects the general feeling of well-being 
that my chosen faith engenders. 


There are those who suggest I have gone stark star- 
ing mad. Others claim that to have a proper religion, 
your god has to be invisible and deal with wider issues 
than the temperature of your living room (albeit that 
other gods’ scope of expertise seems to be largely 
abstract or, to put it another way, not real). I say pah! 
Non-conformists have always been discredited by 

the establishment and I shall worship whatever I like. 
Besides, being stark staring mad is what religion is all 
about. Surely? 
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The Grey Line 


by Jo Metson Scott 
Dewi Lewis Publishing 
2013 


Words: Youth Section 


The Grey Line is a grey slate, about the size 

and weight of a laptop, bound either side by 

a thick layer of cardboard. The front cover is a 
photograph of the back of a man’s head stuck on 

by masking tape (literally). Inside, the pages are 
glossy and contain photographs of people. Most 

of them are young, but not all. Most are men, 
though two are women. They are of different races. 

A couple of them are laid back alternative types that 
wouldn't look out of place in an American folk punk 
band signed to Plan-It-X records. One wears a tie 
and a pinstripe suit and looks exactly like a yuppie 
banker straight from the kind of stock photo jour- 
nalists dig up whenever they have to write something 
about the economics of the 1980s and don’t want to 
show a line of people outside the dole office. But all 
these people have one thing in common; they were 
soldiers who didn't like what they were doing. 


In 2007 British photographer Jo Metson Scott met Rob- 

ert, a young man living in the basement of a house in 
Indiana belonging to an elderly pacifist couple hed only 
just met. Hed been a radio commander for the US mili- 


tary in Iraq. He had previously applied for con- 
scientious objector status but had been denied. 
Then hed come home on leave and decided never 
to go back. He had started living with these stran- 
gers after his sister had reported him to the police. 
This meeting sent Jo Metson Scott on a journey 
across America, collecting the pictures and stories 
of people in the military who questioned whether 
they wanted to fight anymore. As she says of the 
book in the introduction, “This is a testament to the 
people who questioned.” 


A photographer by trade, used to capturing lit- 
tle pieces of the world through a lens, Metson Scott 
takes a step back and lets the subjects speak for them- 
selves, only intervening to provide a few sparse scraps 
of background information, therefore most of the text 
that accompanies her pictures are the words of the mil- 
itary personnel themselves. It works well. 


Some testimonials shed light on the Iraq War from a 
firsthand perspective, such as the National Guard heavy 
equipment transport driver who saw Indian contractors 
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doing essentially the same job as him for less 
than five dollars a day. “They drove without ar- 
mour and without any weapons because they’re 
from India.” 


Others reveal how society treats those who re- 
fused to fight, such as the soldier disowned by his 
brother on facebook after he spoke out against 
the war, or the naval officer who received a letter 
from a thirteen year old schoolchild after refus- 
ing to board his ship saying, “I do not agree with 
you because once you sign a contract you have to 
follow it, and I also agree with too because if you 
don't want to go on the ship, but you don't sign 
a contract unless you think about it, so it is your 
fault. 1 am sorry if I made you upset, but your fault 
is your fault.” 


The story that has stayed with me the most though 
is an account of a pilot whose job was to transport 
prisoners to and from prison. He felt bad for them, 
because most of them were just in the wrong place at 
the wrong time, so he tried to speak to a man whod 
just been released, addressing him with the one 
Arabic phrase he knew. The man smiled and started 
speaking back, looking puzzled when he didn't reply. 
Then another prisoner says something to him and 
the man looks back at the pilot in horror. “He took 
a step back and then the two of them left the plane 
totally appalled. I guess maybe his friend told him: 
“That’s an America soldier. That’s not an Arab person.” 


There's only one British Serviceman in the book, SAS 
trooper Ben Griffin, who appears in the pages after 
the appendix, leaning against a work surface in an im- 
possibly white kitchen. He had previously spoken out 
against the Iraq war and had been taken to the court 
by the Ministry Of Defense whod imposed on him a 
lifelong injunction. No words of his own accompany 
his picture. Instead, his story is told by an extract from 
the Daily Telegraph. You have to wonder why there's 
only one British voice in the whole book. Maybe the 
UK military differs from that of the US in fundamen- 
tal ways. Or maybe the author just did most of her re- 
search in America. In the Telegraph extract Ben Grif- 
fin does speak rather disparagingly of the Americans, 
blaming them for the War's worst excesses. “You could 
almost split the Americans into two groups: ones who 
were complete crusaders intent on killing Iraqis, and the 


others who were in Iraq because the Army was 
going to pay their college fees.” 


This book is not for the squeamish. One of the 
photos (not taken by Metson Scott, but by one of 
the soldiers) shows an unzipped body bag con- 
taining an unarmed prisoner with a head blown 
apart, his brain exposed. “This is what it looks 
like when you take a bullet to the face for throw- 
ing stones and protesting about your living condi- 
tions,’ it says beneath it. 


The book doesn’t particularly have anything new to 
say. You know it’s central message already: war isn’t 
very nice. Yet it presents us with several snapshots 
of the lives of people who live the reality behind the 
headlines. Some ultra Third Worldist people might 
question the value of a book that concentrates solely 
on the inner turmoil of those complicit in the rape of 
faraway nations instead of the real victims, the civil- 
ian population of those countries, but this isn’t sim- 
ply another “Our brave boys aren't getting the support 
they need” type of book. It works because most of the 
people we hear from don’t try and present themselves 
as neglected heroes or even victims, only as people who 
took part in something they felt was wrong. In letting 
the people who were actually there tell these little hu- 
man stories, the book has more to say about war than 
any ten inch thick tome that speaks of the movement 
of armies the way the weather forecast talks about the 
movement of rain clouds. 
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Interview: lan Bone 


Tug Wilson speaks to the notorious troublemaker and anarchist 
behind Class War; ‘Britain’s most unruly tabloid’. 


Ian Bone was born in the post war years to socialist 
parents with a proud working class heritage. He grew 

up with an awareness of the inequality and injustice in 
society, something reinforced by the experiences of his 
father during his years as a butler. Stories of the con- 
tempt that the rich held towards their servants, alongside 
his family’s political values, resulted in that contempt 
running both ways. 


Bone’ active participation in politics began in the 1960s 
at university as one of the ‘Swansea Anarchists, a group 
of long haired militants, who mostly caused trouble in 
local bars when they weren't producing their weekly 
paper or occasional leaflet. Over the years he would 

be involved in countless political struggles, from anti- 
war protests to community action and produce many 
publications, most notably The Alarm, The Bristolian 
and of course Class War; the paper and organisation that 


his name is most often associated with. Still as active 

as ever, with an involvement in activism spanning 50 
years, Bone has experienced more of the ebbs and flows 
of radical politics than most. When asked about the eras 
that he felt held the most promise for change, it was a 
toss-up between two notorious periods of social unrest 
“1968 was the most optimistic for World Revolution, 
and 1985 was a near miss for Class War — if the Miners’ 
Strike hadn't ended 5 months before the Tottenham and 
Brixton Riots kicked off, they wouldn't have had enough 
coppers!” 


First published April 1983, Class War soon rose to 
prominence thanks to its winning blend of humour and 
hard hitting, populist attacks on working class enemies. 
Bone’s motivations for creating the paper were to “fuck 
things up, bring back class politics, get rid of pacifism 
and create a mass circulation anarchist tabloid.” These 
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aspirations were soon realised, as within a couple of 
years Bone was declared ‘the most dangerous man in 
Britain by the mainstream press, the pacifism preached 
by influential punk band Crass had begun to lose its 
popularity and Class War's circulation was in the tens of 
thousands. The humour of the paper was a vital breath 
of fresh air amidst the stagnant, tedious publications 

of the various socialist factions; he felt that something 
different was needed because “the left can only ever 
play the victim and be advocates of miserabilism”. Class 
War stood out from the crowd because it was funny and 
refused to focus solely on the suffering of the working 
class; rather than being portrayed as passive casualties 
of ruling class attacks, the paper instead championed a 
violent fightback, something perfectly captured by the 
regular feature ‘Page 3 Hospitalised Copper. 


In the years after Class War first appeared, groups 
emerged and by 1986 a national federation had been 
founded. Class War could be found agitating amongst 
existing struggles; they were well received amongst the 
ranks of striking miners, and they also instigated many 
rallies of their own, including the notorious “Bash the 
Rich marches. 


Of all the publications and campaigns Bone’s been 
involved with, of which there are far to many to men- 
tion here, it is clear that Class War is a source of pride 
for him “the fucking name is so good for a start... I 
mean Class War or Anarchist Federation? I just like the 
complete fuck you nature of it. I also like the loyalty of 
all our ex-comrades round the country. ..waiting...biding 
their time...some Sheffield comrades gave me a bottle of 
quality plonk at the Thatcher Funeral do - I was moved 
by their thinking of me in a generous way.” 


Class War has recently seen a resurgence, something 
that Bone puts down to the domestic situation of old 
comrades more than any similarity between the current 
political climate and that of the 1980s “I think its more 
an age thing — a lot of our candidates are old punkers 
whove done the family stuff and fancy coming back for 
round two.” 


Round two includes a Class War Party general election 
campaign that’s been quickly gathering momentum. 
Among the dozens of candidates already signed up are 
punk poet Tim Wells, environmental campaigner and 
former Playboy model Marina Pepper and of course Ian 


Bone himself, who will be encouraging the electorate 
in Lewisham to “vote Class War because all the other 


candidates are scum!” 


Typical to form, Class War have adopted populist poli- 
cies which don't disingenuously chase an acceptability 
imposed by a middle class view of the working class. 
Bone sums up their main policies as “Double dole, dou- 
ble pensions, abolish the monarchy and public schools, 
seize the great estates and a mansion tax!” With policies 
like these, it is clear that Bone and Class War are pursu- 
ing the voters that have been ignored by all the other 
parties; those that don't actually vote. 


As this demographic is larger than those that vote for 
the winning party in any given election, even if a small 
proportion can be persuaded into the polling stations, 
there is certainly potential to ruffle feathers. 


Class War hasn't forgotten the importance of having a 
presence on the street, adopting the position of ‘by the 
brick and the ballot. Its campaign against the separate 
entrances for poor and rich in a London apartment 
block has seen weekly demonstrations demanding the 
end of class ‘aparteid’ 


Bone contradicts the adage that we all get more conserv- 
ative as we get older; he is clearly as angry as ever and 
every bit as radical. When asked if he had any words of 
wisdom for the new generation of troublemakers drawn 
to Class War, his advice was “Resilience, resilience, re- 
silience... and have a sense of your own ridiculousness.” 
Something he is perhaps exhibiting when asked what he 
would be if he could choose another life for himself: “Td 
be a polar explorer”. 


Look out for the skull and crossbones on your ballot paper 
May 2015. 
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“The left 
can only 
ever play the 
victim and be 
advocates of 
miserabilism,, 


Illustration: Vicki Carey 
kafirasky.deviantart.com 
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My 
Shoes 


Imagine being invisible unless 
youre at a pedestrian crossing. A 
superhero with the street as your 
Kryptonite. Dismissed before you 
can utter a word. As if you were 
mute and held a whiteboard with 
a scribbled message. Unable to get 
help reaching a bottle of hot sauce 
on an upper shelf. So unseen, you 
can leave stores with merchan- 
dise in your lap, tripping security 
alarms but not drawing a guard, 
just confused looks. Having a nice 
pair of shoes but never letting 
their soles touch any soil. Feeling 
disregarded by a society moving 
too fast to allow you a space on 
the train. 

This is the plight of myself 
and many, many more like me. 
The disabled in wheelchairs who, 
many, do not need, nor would 
allow, someone to push them. 
Physical motivation is a source 
of pride, for us, and will not let it 
be taken by some half-assed do 
good-er that would not welcome 
us to dinner but would push us 
out of his way, feigning charity. 

I do not like malls. I can steal 
merchandise all day because no 
one sees me until I go to the food 
court and try to push a chair out 
of my way. You may think I’m 
unappreciative but I offer you my 
shoes for a day, then we can talk. 


Words: 
Michael Kedik 


Because you don't know, until you 
know. 

This morning I was slapped 
by a lady that I collided with who 
was walking with her head down 
and arms behind her back. The 
slap stunned me, the nerve of 
this woman, with two legs and 
WALKING! I dismissed her and 
said, “You can walk!” And rolled 
off. People who can walk are so 
unaware of their surroundings I 
feel I need a megaphone when in 
the street. I have never been so 
aware of my surroundings, front 
and back, side to side. Because in 
a wheel chair you need to be. As 
to not to run-over toes or bump a 
pushchair. 

In the past and not a source 
of pride, I stole from a store, the 
same store, for three years straight 
only getting caught once but the 
manager did not have the nerve 
to ask me to open my back-pack. 
And I continued after that. I stole 
bottles of spirits just to prove a 
point, to friends. I felt, literally, 
invisible. Though I got free mer- 
chandise, it began to hurt. Over, 
and over. Why was I so different? 
A guy at a bus stop told me that 
he didn't see me as any different 
than anyone else. An anonymous, 
random, man. But the store didn't 
see me at all. 


I don't want special treatment and 
would reject it if offered. Only 
recognition. There is a world 
outside of you. Maybe lower than 
you, but it’s there, and for some 
people, that's all they get to see. 
Bound to a rolling device by ill- 
ness, injury or both, as in my case. 
I am just as valid and sometimes 
more, than the guy standing 

next to you. I don't get fall down 
drunk, anymore, there's a plus, 
but I also have given up alcohol. 
The life that has led me to this 
point I do not wish on ANY- 
ONE, enemy, peadophile, mass 
murderer, anyone. It was traitor- 
ous, and still is hard, but getting 
recognition for surviving it by you 
noticing that Iam here, makes me 
feel a little bit better. 

The scars I bear are deep, some 
so deep that you cannot see them. 
Those were the most painful. But 
we all bear scars. I’m not trying 
to say I'm unique or special. Just 
that my scars have landed me ina 
wheeled device, that I don’t even 
like, but cannot afford a better 
one at this time. And being told 
that you will never walk again at 
age 28, as casual as a waiter recit- 
ing the lunch menu, or any age 
for that matter, is a dagger shoved 
deep. But misses an artery some- 
how, so you can live with it for the 
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rest of your, now limited, life. I’ve 
had hospitals dismiss me, so it’s not 
just the individual to whom I speak. 
Institutions that thought that a street 
corner was a good place to discharge 
me, and did. But that is why this 
society has such eager lawyers. 
When I was young, I had this 
unsubstantiated belief that disabled 
people were nice, I guess because, 
in my young mind, I figured they 
have gone through some amount of 
pain and understood empathy. My 
one-legged step father shattered that. 
But, for the most part, I make myself 
available to love. I said, for the most 
part, there are days where I fail mis- 


erably, many days are like this, but 
that is my intention. And I hope to 
promote love wherever I go. Where 
I reside now, a lot of people need to 
be spoken for, who cannot speak for 
themselves. I cannot rest until that is 
done. That’s just who I am, what I’m 
made of and the man I’ve developed 
into through my suffering. 

I feel my personality overshad- 
ows my wheelchair, but I’m afraid 
that most won't take the time to find 
that out. And I’m positive ’'m not 
the only one. In fact, I know one, 
who needs to be pushed wherever 
he goes, but has a personality that 


makes you forget the chair is even 


there. And I never have heard a 
negative word leave his lips. He 
blows me away. Shot in the head six 
times, yet is still here. I always listen 
to him, even through the language 
barrier, because he is here FOR A 
REASON and I know this for sure. I 
don't want to miss a drop of wisdom 
he might be here to dispense. 

So I do what I can to gather 
enough of his language to hold a 
conversation and thus understand 
him better. This man is my inspira- 
tion and helps me get out of bed 
every morning to give this world. 
One more try. 
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Russell Brand 
isa bit of a Twat 


Words: Billiam Morris 


My personal comedy writing has historically been very inspired by another greasy looking, ar- 
rogant liberal who you may have guessed (or sussed from the title of this article) is none other 
than Russell Brand. It's a shame, but I think I now fucking hate Russell Brand. I mostly agree 
with his politics (although telling people not to vote is a dick move when you offer no alter- 
native). I used to like him enough that I read both Booky Wook 1 and most of 2 (the second 
got so fucking boring because he started to take himself seriously). Weirdly the back combed 
glam mess he used to be, although looking like a character of a human being and the inspira- 
tion for TVs Rylan Clark, was more self-aware and knew he was an ego disaster unworthy of 
adoration. Slowly he began to forget all he knew about himself and like many a LA dickhead, 
he began to believe that his ego matched his worth to the world. However it wasn’t until 
recently that it really bothered me. The tipping point was the video he made in response to the 
Park Life meme, which must be the only music parody video I know with no sense of humour 
about itself. In it he's not laughing at the meme and joining in, he's taking the joke over like 
a clever marketing technique and attacking those who used it to make fun of him originally, 
which considering that he takes no one else seriously, he can fuck off if he can't laugh at his 
own expense. Brand seems to think that the Park Life meme is some sort of attack by the mid- 
dle classes against a self-educated working class boy, but no the Park Life meme was started 
by people who have had enough of him using pretentious in an attempt to sound like an 
authority figure on any given subject. He's not the Messiah, he's a very naughty prick and he 
should also stop complaining about the 1% while he’s probably in it, or at least hanging on its 
coat tails. Give out your fucking money or at least start stock piling weapons if you are serious 
about this revolution (or flowers if it’s going to be one of those pansy peaceful revolutions you 
hear spoken about by stoned teenagers at Glastonbury)! 


Bible Review: 
Kings II 


Words: Harry K 


Kings 2 pretty much follows Kings 1 in style and action, 
like a Grimm's fairytale with more violence. Wand waving 
magicians, gods called Succoth Bennoth and kings, with 
confusingly similar names, populate a narrative littered 
with battered babies, baskets of heads and ripped apart 
pregnancies, 


As often in this series the editing is poor on chronology 
and veers between clunky and sublime - especially where 
the telling tells one thing the showing shows another. The 
characters are still so spitefully unlovable it verges on 
darkly humorous. 


One magician (Elisha) says he’s been given another's 
(Elija) magic cloak and when Elija can not be found 
says he was caught up in a whirlwind, he then kills some 
children with a bear for calling him baldy. 


The main thrust of the book is the continuing arc of the 
God character’s fading power. Previously he had to be 
carried around in a box and now, like a vampire, he can 


only go where some of his earth goes. People who back 
him get killed, those who back other gods live. 


He loses all influence in Israel, in desperation he kills 
200,000 and encourages violent attempts to reinforce 
Jerusalem's priest racket, and stop Jews worshipping rival 
goat gods and gold bulls. People are slaughtered, graves 
dug up, human bones are burnt on alters and Moses’ 
snake god idol is destroyed, all in vain. 


There are some beautifully clever touches: Jerusalem 
priests ‘find’ a book in their own temple which, in a 
brilliant piece of circular referencing, might just be the 
bible series we are reading. Eventually God loses Judah 
and the Jerusalem temple is torn down, blood gathering 
bowls and all. The priests and elite are taken away. 


Those left go back to Egypt in a perfect closure, leaving 
God on his tiny rocky patch trying to compete with 
a myriad other gods with only mountain lions left as 
friends. 
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Ilustraffon: Ian 
irhcmoonwing.portfo 


The London Borough of Waltham 
Forest has introduced a ban on 
spitting. Under these new rules 
their “Enforcement Officers, for our 
greater ‘safety and security’ can issue 
on-the-spot fines of £80 to anyone 
seen spitting. If you're not caught on 
CCTV, the pseudo-cops are armed 
with their own cameras. Should you 
deny you did the dastardly deed, it’s 
their word, apparently, which will 
prevail. Two people who refused to 
pay were taken to court and ended 
up paying £300 each. 

In the increasingly un-real world 
in which we find ourselves, we see in 
this ban yet another area of previ- 
ously ‘private’ life in which the State 
sees fit to stick its snotty nose, to 
regulate, control and force to con- 
form. It brings to bear the full weight 
of its monstrous machinery - the 
policies, the procedures, the working 
groups, reports, statistics gather- 
ing and of course its ‘Enforcement 
Officers. And they claim to be doing 
all this in the name of the people of 
Waltham Forest. 

What makes this of particular 


Words: Whisky Sour 


concern is that we believe this ruling 
to be just the latest way of pressuring 
and attacking the Punk movement. 
We believe it to be our right, no, 

our cultural inheritance as Punks 

to pursue our chosen way of life, 
which on occasion, may include the 
odd spit. Of course discretion may 
be deployed as to where and when, 
but basically which of us has not at 
some point felt the need to make 
that visceral statement of rejection? 
Sometimes its the only response to 
the absurdity of modern life: a mo- 
ment of raw, authentic feeling in a 
processed, contrived world. 

Of course, spitting at gigs is to be 
frowned upon. The press told us it 
was a ‘Punk’ thing to do, and it was 
picked up on by all kinds of non- 
Punks and poseurs, wanting noth- 
ing more than to plaster bands in 
phlegm. ‘The first band I saw, other 
than those composed of school- 
mates, was The Slits and to see Ari & 
the girls heroically battling through 
a wall gob left me in no doubt of the 
wrongness there. Ditto Joe Strum- 
mer getting hepatitis from a direct 


N/NI 31 


hit in an open mouth. Nein danke. 

But the Waltham Forest ruling 
goes too far in an already suffo- 
catingly controlled world, where 
noise restrictions, lack of rehearsal 
space and venues, all cut down the 
rock’nroll possibilities. If spitting 
were a practice linked to one of 
the organised religions, if it were 
mentioned as a requirement in some 
text concocted by desert nomads 
thousands of years ago, well wed 
already have seen the council's plans 
overturned at the European Court 
of Human Rights, and an army of 
social workers and lawyers queuing 
up to ‘help’ us with our rights. 

So we say resist this reactionary 
anti-Punk legislation. What will be 
the next rocknroll habit to be target- 
ed? Swearing? (Offensive!) Hair gel? 
(Blocks drains). Or, heaven forbid, 
chewing gum? (Biohazard). Oh no! 
We ask: ‘Mr. Enforcement Officer, is 
your mother proud of you?’ 


Keep sniffin’ you Punks... 


VIEJA ESTIRPE 


& 


Anda,Corre,Vive 


o Muere’ 


(Machete Records, 2013) 


Words: Whisky Sour 


A rich and varied musical diet is as central to life at 
Whisky Sour Towers as hitting the 5-a-Day target, but 
when this CD landed, I had pause for thought. Scanning 
the sleeve we see a graffiti covered and flame-engulfed 
presidential palace and some chaps sporting tattoos who 
look as if they might be, rather self-consciously, ‘tough 
eggs. Peter Punk and his band Vieja Estirpe (Old Stock) 
hail from San Juan, Puerto Rico and judging by the 
burning Stars & Stripes and song titles such as Last Day, 
Resistance and Workers’ Rockr’Roll, the impression cre- 
ated was one of a degree of, well, belligerence. 


Then I thought of Beech. Always good in a crisis, but 
someone whose musical diet is anything but rich and 
varied, in fact more of a kind of barley gruel as Beech, 
my general factotum, or gentleman's gentleman if you 
prefer, is known as a lover of Hardcore, and Hardcore 
alone. Somewhat austere, he sees music through what to 
my mind is a rather puritanical lens, the clear-cut full-on 
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attack of HC is meat & drink to him and little devia- 
tion is tolerated. Last summer I was innocently playing 
The Ramones’ Rockaway Beach at high volume, prob- 
ably with the windows open, as one does. Beech rather 
smugly oozed through the room on his way somewhere 
or other. I just caught his murmured comment: “Surf 
music, sir?”. Suddenly, the sun went in. 

So, while not wishing to appear to give excessive weight 
to his opinions, I contrived to have Vieja Estirpe blast- 
ing out Sunday morning, when I knew Beech would be 
along with the two soft-boiled and soldiers at the usual 
hour. “Any thoughts, Beech?” I proferred with an air 

of detachment. After a few moments he delivered his 
verdict. “Derivative, sir. Formulaic and, if I may speak 


p 


freely sir, unreformed ‘Oi 


say, isn't that’s a bit strong, Beech”. He went on to remind 


me how Oi! as a sub-sub-genre of the fracturing Punk 


scene was practically manufactured by the music journo 


Gary ‘Bullshit’ Bushell, whose political integrity was so 
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Somewhat agape I replied, “I 


uncompromisingly left wing that he went to work 
for The Sun. But then as Beech pointed out, Rock 

journalists are all, er, prostitutes. Present company 
excepted, no doubt. 


But I don't know that Beech wasn't being too hard 
on Peter and the lads. They make a lively racket and 
some tracks are quite tuneful with some goodish 
melody going on in NTC and strangely enough, the 
doomily titled Dia Final (Last Day) is quite whistle- 
able. Politically their hearts seem to be in the right 
place. Beech not having the language, would miss 
this aspect, but here’s a flav from the eponymous first 
track: 


Luchas cada dia 
por tu libertad 
corres por la calle 
con autoridad... 
cabezas rapadas 
listo a luchar... etc 


You fight every day 
For your freedom 
Running through the streets 
With authority... 
Cropped heads 
Ready to fight... 


Or in Rockn’Roll del Obrero: 


Manana no tre a trabajar, 
pasare la noche muy bien 


escuchando rock €§ roll 


y bebiendo mucho ron 


I'm not going to work tomorrow, 


Further, the track Puertas al mas alla - an appeal- 
ing well-written anti-war lyric. All good stuff we can 
identify with. 


But, arf’ a mo. There is a lot of really predictable 
music here, the ever-so-rough vocals, the long drawn 
out final syllable over the fading final chord of every 
track... ugh. Aggression is great in music, but if it 
lacks real edge and starts to become plodding, heavy 
even, that ain't good. If you're going for the formulaic, 
bring something fresh to it, to revive the tired genre. 
Por tu Ignorancia has some good lyrics, but the 
terrace-chanting “Oi, oi, oi” kills it for me. 


The track Las Chicas tambien son Punk Rockers 
(Girls are Punk Rockers too) sounded intriging, but 
what’s this? 


Ella es una chica muy sexy 
le gusta el punk rock y el rock©&Sroll 
le gusta el alcohol le gusta rockear 
tras sus mint y sus botas 
la hacen ver rebelde y muy sensual 


She is a very sexy girl 
She likes Punk Rock and Rock'n'Roll 
She likes alcohol and rocking-out 
Wearing her mini-skirt and boots 
They make her look a rebel and very 


sensual 


Oh dear, we haven't come very far here, a bit retro- 
sexual or something. I mean to say, I have the ap- 
petites of my age and all that, but really, girls do have 
a wider role than just looking pretty and drinking 
alcohol. Or maybe I’m going to the wrong parties... 


So there it is, good lively rebel music from Puerto 
Rico if you can tolerate the Oi-clichés. Now to stop 
Beech catching sight of any copies of this - he already 


Last night I had a really good time _ thinks he's indispensable as it is. 


Listening to rocknroll 


And drinking a lot of rum 
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Wargasm! 


Words: Sidney Street-Porter 


It is one hundred years after the First World War kicked 
off between the big countries that thought they ruled the 
manor. 


Now, most of us realise that there are better things to 
do than shooting bits of metal at other people, but some 
see this as a career opportunity, while others as a way of 
satisfying that deep-seated bloodlust that they just can't 
quite twitch out of their system. Last year, Michael Gove, 
former Tory Education Secretary, insisted that children 
and adults learn that war is great and a very noble and 
honourable thing to participate in, full of glory and no 
death or screaming or agony or guts whatsoever. As long 
as he and his friends don't ever have to fight in one, of 
course. 

Scary living-puppet-boy Gove also infuriated millions 
of people who enjoy the entertaining escapades of 
Blackadder, The Monocled Mutineer and Oh! What A 
Lovely War, when he issued a statement saying that they 
peddle myths that the war was an utter “misbegotten 
shambles” and that the four years of fighting which cost 
16 million lives and resulted in 20 million wounded 
should not be seen as a, “series of catastrophic mistakes 
perpetrated by an out-of-touch elite’, not realising two 
things: One, they are works of satirical fiction and not 
historical documentaries. Two, they are completely 
accurate. 


Gove then attacked a notable Cambridge history professor 
for suggesting similar. In Gove'’s googly eyes, authorities 
sending millions of people to their deaths was clearly a 
brilliant idea, and nobody should suggest otherwise, 
especially not those pesky liberal entertainers, with their 
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wit and scornful derision, and history professors, with 
their historical facts and primary source materials and 
everything. What do they know; the pathetic, brown 
elbow-patched freaks?! Forget what highly respected 
historian John Keegan says about the First World War in 
his acclaimed book, succinctly entitled The First World 
War, in which he demonstrates how generals did not 
deliberately send troops to their deaths, but did so out of 
incompetence and ineptitude as they had no idea what , 
was going on at the front. But what do eminent historians 
know, after all? Or Wilfred Owen, Siegfried Sassoon, or 
anyone who was around at the time. They’ve got stupid, 
old-fashioned names, anyway! Who wants to read 
anything by them? I’m sure that Gove has never been near 
any books covering the reality of WWI, as he believes that 
reading is bad. The people running the war were clearly 
fully capable of the task, and the millions of people that 
died were entirely expendable. 


The First World War started, so we are often told, beca 
the Arch Duke of Hungary got shot. As Rob New 

points out in his deconstruction of the Great War ey 
Apocalypso Now, “Nobody was that popular.” He ex 
in further detail that the war, and every subs¢ 
one, was partly due to securing routes for oil, aon 
the Berlin-Baghdad railway line. Land and resoj - 


are generally the key factor in most wars, despite 
generals and politicians might tell you. 


World War II came after World War I, coming consecutively, 
as these things do. Of course, the mainstream media and 
bigwigs don’t want to hear about resistance within Germany 
to the Nazi Party, as this would ruin their neat little myth of 


the glorious liberal capitalists coming to the rescue against 
the authoritarian capitalists, with the nation being limp and 
ineffectual in its opposition to the regime. They don't want 
people acting for themselves, for Kropotkin’s sake! 


Still, its World War I that is rolled out as a shining 
example of what’s great about the British nation, along 
with commemorative Lord Kitchener coins and jubilant, 
jingoistic tea towels, as he rudely points his finger at the 
nation, taunting the male members’ masculinity, because 
if you resist, you're a coward, even though you're standing 
up to a considerable amount more of what is expected of 
you by society. 

So we saw Cameron weeping into his poppy, and then 
heading off to various meetings with arms dealers and 
weapons of mass destruction arms fairs — putting-the 


‘arms’ into ‘armistice’! There's money to be made in them 
there hills of Syria and Palestine, and if they didn't sell the 
weapons, someone else would. Get your hands on-Assad’s~ 
assets while you can! I like Mark Thomas’ response: > to that ~ ale 
one - “If I didn’t punch you, no one else would?” Wat he 
out, it’s hell out there. Or Royal Dutch shes Po peas 
| 
a = ot » 
(Spoiler alert - it turns out that the Great Warwasitallss 


that great. Whod’ve thought, hey?) — 
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Office 


Word 
of 
the 
Year 


Words: 
Matthew K 


PING 


The word "Ping” has just 
been announced as the most 
used new office buzz word 
of the year, having been said 
a staggering 69,712 times 

in the past 12 months at 
Global Dancewear Provid- 
ers alone, and could be set 
to smash this record by the 
end of 2014 as it has already 
clocked up more than 4,000 
hits this month alone. 


“Ping” - a term meaning to send 
across a message or file via email, is 
thought to be threatening to make 
the word “send” obsolete, a word 
that has proudly existed since 879 
BG. 


Hypnotic 

The exciting word first gathered mo- 
mentum in the autumn of 2011 and 
its hypnotic effect has seen many 
office folk favour it over the more 
mundane word "send". Experts be- 
lieve more words rhyme with 'ping’ 
than they do 'send' as they look to 
establish why this phenomenon has 
become so common place in offices 
everywhere. 
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Predicted 
Professor Michael Twat from 


Nottingham University, a leading 
psychologist who is working closely 
with the high flying dancewear sup- 
plies, has estimated that currently 14 
of the 33 office workers use the word 
‘ping’ in their everyday conversation, 
but has chillingly predicted that this 
figure is set to rise to 20 out of 33 by 
the end of 2014 and 30 out of 33 by 
2015. 


The 

Personally, I compare the word "Ping" 
to a fairly well known Blackadder 
quote: "as irritating as a potted cactus 
in a monkey's pyjamas" and I don't 
intend to welcome this word into my 
vocabulary any time soon. I also have 
a close affinity with the word "send" 
and so have set up a charity SAVE THE 
WORD "SEND" so far amassing a mind- 
blowing £79.12 in donations. You too 
can donate by calling 0800 432 7623 
or text the word "sEND" to 88900. 
Alternatively, I also accept email do- 
nations, so feel free to ping me across 
your details. 


Ragz, Avik Kumar Maitra, 
Melissa Delteil 


The hideous creature, decaying with age and clad in 
garments from another century, shuffled along as _ if 
maintained by a force not of this world. Perhaps it was 
dignity that allowed Queen Elizabeth II to keep tottering 
around, or maybe it was the Divine Right of Queens that 
kept this decrepit walking corpse surprisingly energetic. 
However most knew the truth deep down; it was a gentle 
life of pampering and privilege, unearned by this wretched 
being, that empowered her to lord it over her subjects. 


The British Royal Family had long been complacent; true they had enemies, 


although thankfully they were mostly from a previous age, long dead, safely in 
their graves. However, unbeknownst to the Royals a righteous élan vital had 
started to stir within the hearts of anarchist champions of yore, thanks to the 
tinkering of some rapscallion children, armed with previously undiscovered 
papers of the late Nikolai Fyodorovich Fyodorov. An insignificant concern 
such as death would not be an obstacle to the unfinished business of anarcho- 
zombies. Motivated by love of their fellow man and contempt of power and 
wealth, they would teach the Royals the true meaning of annus horribilis. 
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Prince Harry's night started well, as most did; after all he had shunned duty in 


favour of hedonism. The Santa-esque charm of Mikhail Bakunin and his tales 
of revolutionary Eastern Europe soon wooed Harry's good time girls. He was 
parted from his arms less easily. Unable to bite after a serious bout of scurvy had 
left Bakunin's teeth on the dungeon floor of Fortress St Peter, he instead drank 
most greedily from the severed limbs of the Blood of the Half Royal Prince. 


“We are firmly convinced that the most imperfect republic is a thousand times 
better than the most enlightened monarchy”. 
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In 1886 Peter Kropotkin was named by Charlotte Wilson as ‘anarchist Emma Goldman’s love of assassination was legendary. In fact she had briefly 
least likely to eat a baby’. 130 years is a long time in politics, and it seems flirted with prostitution to fund it. It was an unspoken agreement amongst the 
that gentle dignity has been eschewed in favour of a ‘royally’ tasty snack. anarchist zombies that the fate of the Queen of England would be left to the 
‘High Priestess of Anarchy. “Education is a preferable means of social change” 

“A question of time - and energetic attack on our part! Idlers do not make she muttered as she bit into Elizabeth Regina’s arm. Before her words were 
history: they suffer it!” written out of history. Because she was a woman. And was eating someone. 


“One cannot be too extreme in dealing with social ills; the extreme thing is 
generally the true thing.” 


I say, mother, 
theres a scmlsie 
WOMAN CoV ITkR 
1 al WOU. 
Oh, mot 
Tis whinge 
hanrible 
amare haists. 
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Los Justicieros' failed assassination attempt on King Alfonso XXII had 
always irked Buenaventura Durruti. Unable to contain his excitement 


at the opportunity of exercising class justice against a hapless Prince 
Charles, he chomped eagerly at the Royal's ears. After all, a hungry 


Spanish revolutionary will never pass up an opportunity for free protein. 


“Since that same injustice exists today, 110 years later, I don't see why, now 
that I'm conscious of this, that I should stop fighting to abolish it.” 
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AND | HAVI 


TO PICK, 


SO THIS [8S ALL? 


WWW.DEAD-IN-THE-SCENE.BLOGSPOT.COM 
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DEAD IN THE SCENE 


© D SHUTTLEWORTH 2014 


The Importance 
of Resistance 


Israel's 2014 attacks on Gaza resulted in thousands of deaths, and once more highlighted 
just how polarising the region's politics can be. Whisky Sour believes it is time for anarchists 
to adopt a realpolitik approach to the enduring troubles in Palestine. 


“Every man or every power whose actions consist solely in surrender can only finish by self- 


annihilation. Everything that lives resists; that which does not resist allows itself to be cut up 


bit by bit.” 


In the liberal media it looks like a 
bad Western from the 1950s. The 
Natives circle the wagon-train, suf- 
fering disproportionate casualties to 
the far better armed white settlers, 
who also have the advantage of hav- 
ing God on their side — but its their 
own fault, if they could only learn to 
keep in their reservations, all would 
be well and peace would return. 

Yet, as in the Palestinian Territories, 
‘peace’ is in fact a constant war of 
attrition and for Palestinians to ac- 
cept this peace is to accept gradual 
genocide as their land and resources 
are stolen. 

During the Gaza crisis of July- 
August 2014, Palestinian losses 
reached 2,000 killed with over 
10,000 wounded, an estimated 80% 
of those civilian, with about 28% of 
the population internally displaced. 
In contrast over the same period of 


their offensive, Israel lost 66 dead 
and 530 wounded. Once again we 
were treated to the embarrassing 
spectacle of hand-wringing and fake 
concern from world leaders. The 
media presented the false-equiv- 
alence of Gaza as a ‘fair and open 
battle’, masking the aggression by 
the state with the highest per-capita 
military expenditure in the world, 
opposed by militiamen with small 
arms and WWIlI-era rockets. De- 
spite a preponderance of high-tech 
weaponry, or perhaps because of it, 
the Israel Defense Forces attacked 6 
UN schools packed with refugees, as 
well as hospitals, devastating large 
parts of the already impoverished 
territory. 

Peace, it is said, is not just the 
absence of war, and this is certainly 
true in Palestine. Before the ‘recent 
round of hostilities' as the media like 
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Georges Clémenceau, 1905 


to call it, Israel routinely assassinated 
Palestinian leaders, or just suspects, 
without any judicial process, while 
others who raise a voice against 
Israel, may find themselves among 
those detained without trial. All this 
in the Palestinian Territories, the 
non-states, which cannot support 
themselves by their own taxation, 
which are kept at survival level by 
NGO's and the EU and which act as 
a kind of Bantustan, ghettos of cheap 
labour for Israeli businesses, with 
the cost of services and infrastruc- 
ture conveniently externalised. But 
should this similarity with Apartheid 
surprise us really, since the Jewish 
state was one of the few allies of the 
old South Africa. Meanwhile even 
this level of independence is arbi- 
trarily negated by the taking of more 
land for Jewish settlements and the 
blockade which ensures the poverty 


and loss of hope of those within. 


In cruel reflection of the Jews’ own 
history, we saw the building of the 
‘security wall’ and the springing up, 
as soon as Arafat gained the not- 
quite-statehood status, of numerous 
Palestinian police formations, which 
we cannot think of without echoes 
of the ghetto police of Warsaw. The 
abused become the abusers. 

So faced with all this, what con- 
stitutes the ‘anarchist answer’? The 
classic anarchist position in such 
cases is that ‘all are wrong’. That 
since we see both sides as statist, 
power-building entities, we con- 
demn them both. And since some 
anarchists consider themselves part 
of the left, they often inherit the guilt 
that goes with that and feel that be- 
ing too critical of Israel might make 
them, yawn, anti-Semitic, so they 
have to back up any hard words with 


strong condemnation of Hamas. 
Having these qualms is nothing new 
in the movement. We saw the same 
thing over Vietnam. The world was 
focused on the mightiest power be- 
ing humbled by half-armed guerril- 
las, but the 'classic position’ could 
support no one; when America 
armed the Contras to wage guerrilla 
war to complement their economic 
war against the Sandinista Revolu- 
tion in Nicaragua, to destroy the 
‘threat of a good example’, too many 
anarchists were happy to confine 
their Latin American work to debat- 
ing which obscure Colombian group 
consisting of one man and his dog 
they should or should not support - 
after all, the Sandinistas were statists, 
right? 

By failing to engage in this way, 
anarchists actively marginalise their 
already less than significant force 
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and make themselves irrelevant. If 
the movement is to be more than 
just a bunch of well-intentioned 
wishful thinkers, anarchists should 
overcome their squeamishness and 
be more prepared to deal with some 
of the harder political realities of 
the world, rather than engaging in 
pranks and publicity stunts. 

This sort of theoretical purity is 
a luxury which many people can't 
afford. We can debate whether or not 
to ‘give our support’ to Hamas, but 
what does that support really consist 
of? A few words voiced in our living 
rooms? Maybe a little more... but in 
the end it's a position we can adopt 
or discard without cost - if we fail to 
support Hamas, we're not running 
the risk of ostracisation, of reprisals, 
of being suspected of collaboration. 
On the other hand, we don't have 
family members murdered by Israel 


which we must avenge, we don't 
have a network of people relying 

on our action. Should you support 
Hamas, the PFLP, Islamic Jihad and 
those who fight, or should you ac- 
cept the compromises with Israel, 

or as some on the left here do, pin 
your hopes on the writings of one 
or two liberal academics? I suspect 
this choice becomes very much 
simpler if your house has just been 
bulldozed by the Israeli army, or all 
that remains of your ancestral family 
home is a key, to a house you cannot 
even visit, now it has new owners. 
We would do well to remember the 
reality of such hard choices. 

These choices bring to mind the 
exigencies of life, for example under 
the German Occupation, in World 
War II: the pressures exerted on in- 
dividuals by the Occupation and the 
Resistance, the inability to remain 
neutral, and the limits of theory in 
such a harsh environment. Limited 
room for manoeuvre indeed. Yet 


those who seek to apologise for 


Israel or who 'cannot support terror- 
ism’, should reflect on this period, 
because most of those people liber- 
als and anarchists alike, would not 
doubt for a moment, the absolute 
right of the occupied peoples to fight 
back, by whatever means necessary, 
with whatever means available. In- 
deed we could argue that resistance 
was then, as it is now, in some way a 
duty, however hopeless, to not let the 


oppressor go unchallenged. Tragic 
acts of defiance, like the man who 
hijacked the earth mover in Jerusa- 
lem come to mind. As anarchists the 
ideal for us must be the Intifada as a 
method of struggle, as through mass 
action involving the entire commu- 
nity, people realise their own power, 
rather than entrusting their salvation 
to others. But, meanwhile... 


Ironically, the world leaders who 


queue up to condemn the rockets of 
Hamas as terrorism, also gathered 
recently to commemorate the 70th 
anniversary of D-Day. So we saw 
them celebrate the achievements 
of the Maquis (if their researchers 
had done their homework), while 
dismissing the 'Nazi' Occupation 
as if it were something from outer 
space. Of course it was no more a 
"Nazi' Occupation than the British 
forces were 'Churchillian’ or the 
US. 'Rooseveltian’. It was a German 
Occupation, or rather an agglomera- 
tion of peoples from many parts of 
Europe under German leadership. 
The further irony is that much of the 
Atlantic Wall in France was actually 
garrisoned by, wait for it, Ukrainians 
and Ukrainian Tartars, whom the 
West have recently discovered to be 
such lovers of freedom, especially 
when trade concessions, cheap in- 
vestments and moving the frontiers 
of Europe further East are involved. 
While we're on the theme of 
terminology and the Nazi/German 


N/NI! 46 


euphemism, its interesting to see 
how the left use the word Zionism 

to conveniently get themselves off 
the hook. Of course Zionism, like 
Nazism, exists as an ideology which 
we should oppose. But in debates 
over Palestine the left get very jumpy 
about the 'J' word, almost as much as 
the 'N' word. For so many on the left 
its only the Zionists we can criticise 
safely. If we speak of Jews, or even 
Israelis, well that's anti-Semitic, 

isn't it? Another distinction which 
may seem less significant when you 
find the street full of armed police 
one morning, guarding the settlers’ 
houses, after the settlers murdered a 
Palestinian kid. Protecting who, only 
the Zionists? Are the cops all Zion- 
ists too? Leaving the non-Zionists 

to advocate a two-state solution? Oh 
dear... 

But if the left have trouble even us- 
ing the word Jew, never mind defin- 
ing it, this seems not to be a problem 
for the other side: 

“The vision I would like to see 
here is the entrenching of the Jewish 
and Zionist state... when there is a 
contradiction between democratic 
and Jewish values, the Jewish values 
are more important” 

- Avigdor Lieberman, Israeli 
Deputy Prime Minister, 2006. 

The Israeli state is not like other 
states. It is a racial state, an explic- 
itly Jewish state. It exists, only since 
1948, in part because of the activities 
of Jewish, Zionist ‘terrorists’ some 
of whom went on to achieve high 
office in that state. While they were 
murdering British troops and civil- 
ians and preparing an underground 
army to seize Palestinian land and 
carry out ethnic cleansing, much of 
the left in Britain broadly supported 
them. The day that the state of Israel 
came into being, where did we find 
Tony Benn, the later champion of 


the Palestinian cause, but on a kib- 
butz. We need to see that the whole 
existence of Israel has always been 
about Jewish supremacy, explicitly 
Jewish power and about a unified, 
militarised state. In that respect all 
Jews living in Israel could be seen 

to be settlers of a sort. The land they 
occupy was once owned by others, 
whom they have displaced, mainly 
through armed action. Of course 
there are many non-Jews living or 
working within the Israeli territo- 
ries, but the Israeli state operates in 
such a way as to benefit its majority 
population, that on whose behalf 

it came into being. Like Apartheid 
South Africa, the racial character of 
the state makes it more odious and 
more intractable. A siege mentality 
is an inevitable outcome, bringing 
the state and its chosen people into 
ever-closer alignment. Those who 
say, ‘but there's this professor or that 
writer or poet, who are really very 
progressive’ are deluding themselves 
— such people are a tiny minority, 
the existence of such dissenters only 
serving to give a mask of liberal 
permissive credibility to what is hap- 
pening. 


If these arguments seem too 


polemic, the extent to which the 
Israeli population identifies with the 
actions of its state is illustrated by 
the fact that after 3 weeks of 2014's 
summer military offensive against 
Gaza, the regular monthly opinion 
poll found 97% of Israelis in favour, 


not only of the attacks already car- 
ried out so far, but of a widening 
military campaign. Unity of purpose 
indeed. 


How Israel maintains such a power- 


ful grip over the U.S., I will leave to 
others to present ideas on. 

So as the conflict dragged on, 
with further massacres no doubt 
around the corner, its not surprising 
to find people's patience running 
out in other parts of the world. Our 
ruling class being at odds with us, 
gives us governments which are out 
of step with popular feeling, on this 
issue at least. So we read of the Is- 
raeli football team getting beaten up 
a bit in Lille, of shops and businesses 
being picketed and even damaged. 
While not surprising, a distinction 
should be drawn between acts of 
solidarity against Israeli business 
interests and racist attacks against 
individuals whose only 'crime' is be- 
ing identified as Jewish. The solidar- 
ity actions show the authorities that 
people are angry and that passively 
going on demonstrations — in our 
‘reservations’ — is not enough for 
us. Direct Action gets the goods, or 
in this case leaves them rotting, as 
we should boycott Israeli products, 
harm their businesses and other 
interests in whatever way we can, to 
show that there is resistance to their 
genocidal project, and because we 
too “have to fight back, damn it!”* 


* Line of the character of Gudrun Ensslin in the film 
‘The Baader-Meinhof Complex' 
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Remembrance Day 


Words: Walter Kovacks 


World War One, the anniversary of, what a gloriously 
perverse charade that has turned into. Obviously they 
had to wait until everyone who could actually remem- 
ber those horrific events had died lonely and starving 
on a crappy pittance of a state pension before they could 
turn one of the greatest crimes against humanity into 
patriotic pornography. And guess what, it was all the 
fault of the anarchists, shooting some bejewelled toff in 
the Balkans, no surprises there then. WWI was primar- 
ily fought to solve political unrest by killing the working 
classes; as Lenin said, 'a bayonet is a tool with a worker 
at both ends’. It also allowed the munitions industry to 
make a fortune. I remember meeting WWI veterans 
with my father in the course of his work for the Brit- 
ish Legion; none of them could talk about what had 
happened. I also read All Quiet on the Western Front, 
which even now is probably one of the greatest anti-war 
books ever written . WWI was not a glorious heroic 
struggle, it was industrialized mass murder that killed 
many of the brightest young men of that generation, for 
little purpose beyond making the rich parasitic aristoc- 
racy feel good about themselves and safe in there castles. 
It was, is and always shall be a crime against humanity. 
I am always amazed at how the toadying media will 
positively tie themselves in knots to present a version of 
history pleasing to the status quo, no matter how far it is 
from the real historical events. A generation was killed, 
maimed and brutalised, for nothing, for no real reason 
whatsoever, all those children orphaned, all those wives 
widowed and left destitute. 
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Liberte 
Egalite, 


Fraternite 
Ou la Mort 


The Paris terrorist attacks in January weighed 
heavy in the hearts of those who cherish 
freedom of expression. Whisky Sour contem- 
plates the responses to, and the root causes 
of the shootings. 


“lam not afraid of retaliation. | prefer to die standing than live on my knees” 


“La ville resiste Terroristes” 


Stephane ‘Charb’ Charbonnier 


Metal Urbain, ‘Paris Maquis', 1977 


“Give me the liberty to know, to utter, and to argue freely according to conscience, 


above all liberties” 


The monstrous attack on the staff of French satirical 
magazine Charlie Hebdo received wide condemnation, 
and by the time you read this no doubt many more de- 
tails will have emerged. Charlie Hebdo mocked all forms 
of authority and pricked the bubble of pomposity wher- 
ever it found it - politicians, royalty, religious leaders and 
celebrities, none were safe. But it was only the use of the 
Prophet as a subject which led to constant death threats, 
the offices being burned and now this atrocity. 

In a world of what seems like increasing barbarity, a 
few things about this attack make it seem more affecting 
than others. The random nature of some violence makes 
it seem easier to not give it the attention it demands, 
but in this case the killers targeted individual writers, 
editors and cartoonists, murdering them in front of their 
colleagues to ‘avenge the blasphemy against Moham- 
med. It was a genuine act of terror since it sought to 
silence mocking laughter, to crush irreverence and make 
other cultural workers too terrified to get involved with 
the ‘controversial’ subject of Islam and the depiction 


John Milton, 'Areopagitica’, 1644 


of the Prophet. And what have we left if we cannot be 
irreverent? If figures of authority cannot be mocked and 
laughed at? 

Liberals and politicians will no doubt be racing to 
stress how the killers are a lunatic fringe, representing 
nothing to do with Islam. Anarchists will feel comforted 
to think that they go one step further and say all religion 
is a dangerous delusion. Unfortunately, things are not 
quite so simple. 

Of course the killers do not represent Moslems in 
general. But is their absolute intolerance of ‘blasphemy’ 
so unusual? Is the ‘radicalism’ which they will be labelled 
with so radical in the Islamic world? 

The case of Abid Mehmood, the mentally ill man 
which a court in Pakistan jailed after he claimed to be a 
new prophet presents a particularly sad example. Notice 
he was sentenced after due legal process. After 3 years 
in detention he was recently released, only to be gunned 
down for his ‘crime’ Local residents prevented his body 
being buried in the cemetery. 
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On the very day of the final shootout in France, we hear 
from Saudi Arabia of Raif Badawi, who made the mis- 
take of writing a liberal blog which obviously touched 

a nerve. He has been sentenced to 1,000 lashes, fol- 
lowed by 10 years in prison and a £175,000 fine, for the 
ever popular ‘insulting Islam. Again, this is not a freak 
incident of ‘radicalised’ individuals, it is state-judicial 
policy, it is ‘normal in these places. So, while the British 
government says it supports Charlie Hebdo, the hypo- 
crites simultaneously support the medieval regime in 
Saudi Arabia who persecute people for the same ‘crime’ 
that Charlie was attacked for. 

Bearing this in mind, the readiness of some countries 
in Europe to invite massive numbers of migrants from 
parts of the world where these ideas are commonplace 
seems questionable. One of the ‘social costs’ which must 
be accepted in exchange for cheap labour? The unwill- 
ingness to integrate and tendency to put loyalties of 
family, caste and religion (what Hanif Kureishi called the 
‘flared-trousered mafia’) before the secular values of the 
host nation, has made it inevitable that at some point 
this culture clash would result in a barbarous act in the 
host country. We had our July 2005, now France has its 
January 2015. 

Tolerance, open-mindedness, women’s rights, sexual 
freedom, free speech... not things at the top of the Mos- 
lem ‘to do list. And multiculturalism does not require 
acceptance of these values. France, on the other hand, 
has never bought into this Anglo-American concept, 
and promotes integration of its minorities, demand- 
ing that all French citizens be fully and completely 
French. But still they have their ghettos, the banlieue; the 
schemes, given graphic voice in the 1995 film La Haine, 
where lack of investment and lack of opportunity lead to 
loss of hope and disaffection. 

The absurdity of the situation is illustrated by the fact 
that, although we are in a de facto war with ISIS, with 
forward observers on the ground and the RAF bombing 
their troops, there are more nominally British people 
fighting on the other side! 

After the Paris atrocities there was an interview with 
a man ‘from’ High Wycombe who said the attack was 
the fault of Charlie Hebdo for “going too far” and that 
the killers were justified in targeting the editor because 
he “had no right to mock the Prophet”. This kind of 
crap has to be fought against wherever it rears its head. 
Increasingly it seems, we can expect to have to fight for 
our right, even to be irreverant. 

But we cannot ignore the role of the recent adven- 


tures in Iraq, Afghanistan and Israel’s persecution of the 
Palestinians in stoking hatred for the West around the 
world. These interventions are presented as responses 

to specific provocations, yet a glance at my school atlas 
raises suspicions that America is drawing a line from 

the eastern Mediterranean into central Asia, taking in 
oil-rich lands on its way to the strategic centre. To those 
on the receiving end of military action, or who have 
recently had the benefit of ‘democracy’ thrust upon them 
at the point of the bayonet, Western countries must seem 
so safe, so remote from the consequences of their ac- 
tions. With their drones, satellite surveillance and smart 
bombs, their forces seem invulnerable, so these spectac- 
ular acts of terror are a way to make us ‘feel their pain. 
The attack on Charlie Hebdo was a terrorist attack. 
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But we must not fall into the trap of believing a ‘war on 
terror’ is the answer. Such a war is neither win-able nor 
practicable, as terror is nothing more than a tactic, the 
technique of fear, the biggest perpetrators of which are 
governments themselves with their state terror. The U.S. 
projects its power with B-52’s, Boko Haram projects its 
power with suicide bombers - those in charge will not 
flinch from using whatever means they have at their dis- 
posal to maintain their power. Nor is the problem simply 
one religion or another. All these things are manifesta- 
tions of authority, the target of Charlie Hebdos cartoons, 
and it is authority, in all its forms which we need to resist 
and destroy. 
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NAZIS ON THE MOONY AS JUST SCRAPING THE SURFACE. ce 
THE UGL¥'TRUTH ABOUT MANKIND nt 
IS ABOUT TO BE REVEALED... | 


Timo Vuorensola 


Tug Wilson talks to director Timo Vuorensola about his upcoming film Iron Sky: the Coming 
Race. Hitler riding a dinosaur is just one of the many treats that viewers can look forward to 
in 2016 from the people who brought us Moon Nazis. 


Tw You have encouraged the fan community to come up with ideas for both 
Iron Sky and the sequel. How important were the contributions that fans made to 
the first film, and what was your favourite idea submitted by a fan? 


Tv Very important, many ideas are born in one way or another within the fan 
community. Story-wise, obviously we are very independent, but when it comes into 
things like ‘living conditions on the dark side of the moor or tech or weapons, the fan 
community delivered the goods. 


Tw The hope is that Iron Sky: The Coming Race will have a bigger budget than 
its predecessor. Were there significant compromises that were made with the first 
film due to its budget? Do you have any plans for where the extra money will be 
spent? 
Tv With Iron Sky 1, epic action sequences such as space battles were achievable with 
our CGI team, but for real physical action we didn't have enough budget, so we had 
to cut some of these scenes. With the next film, the budget will be about $5 million 
bigger. This allows us to create better and more remarkable action sequences, acquire 
cast we wouldn't have had with first Iron Sky and create visual effects we wouldn't 
have had the budget for last time around; mainly dinosaurs. 
PRODUCED BY. Tou 
Tw The crowfunding of the first Iron Sky film was impressive, resulting in $1.5 
million of the film’s budget. For Iron Sky 2 you intend to increase the percentage 
of funds sourced this way; something which I assume reflects your faith in the 
platform. Fans also continue to have affection for it; you have overshot your 
Indiegogo targets for Iron Sky 2 with ease. It seems to be an increasingly popular 
alternative means of finance; are we yet to see its full potential? 


TV For sure crowdfunding hasn't been used even nearly as much as it could be, but the 
more success cases like Iron Sky and Veronica Mars, the more it’s being utilised with 


ever more professional results. 
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Tw Crowdfunding has the advantage of greater artistic control and reduced 
pressure from financiers. You’ve previously stated that the first Iron Sky film was 
compromised due to interference from investors; what were the most significant 
examples of contention? 


Tv The film’s budget was far more limiting than pressure from financiers, althoug we 
did spend quite a lot of time trying to explain our vision to our many investors, but in 
the end, nobody really interfered artistically with what we were working on. 


Tw You were openly critical of how Revolver Entertainment handled the UK 
distribution of Iron Sky (a car load of us ended up making a 160 mile round trip 
to go see it!). This time round you intend to control distribution and have a multi- 
platform release; what do you think are the biggest advantages with this approach? 


TV Getting the film out there is one thing, but getting it available to everyone 
worldwide is a huge challenge unless you are the biggest studio in the world with a 
major film. But Iron Sky is a film which lives and dies with the buzz on the Internet, 
and no buzz can last over a period of one year of slowly rolling the film out in theatres 
across the world, so this time around we're focusing all of our efforts in getting the 
film out there available everywhere the same time, as well as making legal options 
available for people to get the film instead of through piracy. 


Tw Hitler will be showing up in Iron Sky 2. Can you tell us in what context he 
will be appearing, and if he makes it to the Moon? 


TV He’s one of the main antagonists of the film. And yes, he will make it to the Moon. 


Tw There was a huge amount of interest in the first Iron Sky film, long before 
shooting even began. People were obviously intrigued and excited by the concept. 
Now audiences have experienced Moon Nazis, will this help or hinder you second 
time round when pulling in a crowd? 


TV I was a little worried that we could ever come up with a subject that would excite 
people as much as Moon Nazis, but Adolf Hitler riding a T-Rex at the centre of the 
Earth will probably work! 


Tw It is now nearly ten years since the release of Star Wreck: In the Pirkinning, 
the ultra-low budget film that you created with friends in a student flat. Are any 
of those friends working with you on Iron Sky 2? What are the pros and cons of 
working with your mates? 


Tv Jarmo Puskala, one of the scriptwriters of Star Wreck, is still on-board with Iron 
Sky, and Samuli Torssonen, the producer/actor at Star Wreck ran the VFX department 
for the first Iron Sky (not anymore for the second, though), so partially yes. Friends 
and work don’t always go together and we had our share of disagreements, but with 
friends, you always end up solving them - with workmates, you may not have to 
speak to each other again. But then again, the problems with friends are much more 
personal, so it brings a strain. In the end, it’s important to work with people you can 
rely on, who you share your vision with and who you are happy to see every day, 
otherwise it’s crap. 


Tw Last time we interviewed you, there were plans for another Star Wreck 
film. Is this a project you still intend to revisit? Are there any other movies in the 
pipeline? 


TV Samuli Torssonen, the actor/producer of Star Wreck series, is currently creating a 


script for the next episode, which we hope to see sooner rather than later. 


y 


1. SNIFFIN’ GLUE WAS THE ORIGINAL PUNK FANZINE 
WHICH LAUNCHED A THOUSAND IMITATIONS AND 
INFLUENCED EVEN MORE, EVEN AFFECTING THE 
LOOK OF THE MAINSTREAM MUSIC PRESS AND, 
DARE WE SAY IT, NOW OR NEVER! WHO WAS THE 
ORIGINATOR OF SNIFFIN’ GLUE? (1) 


2. WHAT WAS ITS FAMOUS STRAPLINE? (1) 


3. THE MASTERMIND BEHIND SNIFFIN’ GLUE ALSO LED 
A PUNK BAND, WHICH HAD SUCCESS WITH TRACKS 
LIKE 'VIVA LA ROCK AND ROLL’, 'HOW MUCH LONGER?’ 
AND 'LOST IN ROOM’ AS WELL AS AN EPONYMOUSLY 
TITLED SINGLE. WHAT WERE THEY CALLED? (1) 


4. THE 100 CLUB IN OXFORD ST. WAS THE LOCATION 
OF THE FIRST PUNK 'FESTIVAL’ IN BRITAIN, A TWO- 
DAYER IN SEPTEMBER 1976. THE MASTERMIND FIGURE 
FROM Q'S 1 & 3 ORGANISED A 20TH ANNIVERSARY 
EVENING AT THE SAME VENUE. WHO HEADLINED? (1) 
FOR REAL AFICIONADOS, GET EXTRA POINTS FOR 
NAMING THE OTHER BANDS ON THE BILL. (MAX. 2) 


Whisky Sour presents a bit of 
a knowledge test for all you 
Punks & Punkettes out there. 
There's a few intertwined 
themes. Seminal Punk 
venues & events, the very 
important and underrated 
French contribution to the 
movement and the role of 
a certain individual whose 
identity should emerge... 


5. GENE OCTOBER'S BAND CHELSEA HAD SUCCESS 
WITH THE SEMINAL SONG URBAN KIDS. 

WHICH OTHER BAND, LED BY THE PERSON WHO CO- 
WROTE THE TRACK, ALSO DID A VERSION? 

(CLUE: THEY WERE ONE OF THE ANSWERS TO Q4). (1) 


6. ANOTHER EARLY EVENT WAS THE MONT DE MARSAN 
FESTIVAL HELD ON 21ST AUGUST 1976 IN SOUTH-WEST 
FRANCE, TECHNICALLY THE WORLD'S FIRST PUNK 
FESTIVAL, THOUGH SOME OF THE GROUPS INVOLVED 
STRETCH THE DEFINITION! 

NAME ANY OF THE BANDS WHO PARTICIPATED. 
(MAX. 4) 


7. LITTLE BOB STORY, ARE A BAND WHICH MADE THE 
CROSSOVER FROM FRANCE TO THE UK SCENE. IF YOU 
EVER WONDERED, YES THE SINGER IS LITTLE AND HE 
IS CALLED BOB, AND THEIR STORY CONTINUES AS HE 
AND HIS BAND ARE STILL ROCKIN’ LIKE GOOD'UNS. 
WHAT TRACK WAS THEIR BIGGEST SUCCESS IN THE 
UK? (2) 
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8. LIVE AT THE ROXY WAS AN ABSOLUTE CLASSIC LP, 
MUCH TALKED ABOUT TO THIS DAY. 
BUT WHERE WAS THE ROXY EXACTLY? (1) 


9. WHICH SCORCHIN’ FRENCH PUNK BAND APPEARS 
ON LIVE AT THE ROXY? (1) 


10. SLAUGHTER AND THE DOGS APPEAR ON IT. WHEN 
WAYNE BARRET LEFT THE BAND, WHICH LATER-TO-BE- 
FAMOUS SINGER, PREVIOUSLY OF THE NOSEBLEEDS, 
BRIEFLY TOOK OVER ON LEAD VOCALS? (2) 


Tl. WHO SEEMS TO HAVE MADE HIS ENTIRE CAREER 
OUT OF THE FACT THAT HE PLAYED THE RECORDS 
BETWEEN THE BANDS AT THE ROXY? HE LATER WENT 
ON TO BE THE ‘IDEAS MAN’ IN BIG AUDIO DYNAMITE & 
HAS HIS OWN SHOW ON 6MUSIC. (1) 


12. SPEAKING OF THINGS CLASH, WHAT WAS THE 
NAME OF THE CLASH FEATURE FILM? (1) 


13. 'STAY PUNK - STAY FREE’ IS A GOOD IDEA, BUT 
CAN YOU NAME THE CZECH BAND WHO DID A SONG 
WITH THIS TITLE? (2) 


14. WHO IS THE LAST SURVIVING RAMONE? (1) 


15. ONE FOR ALL YOU GLAMMERS, OR MAYBE NOT...? 
T-REX TOURED THE UK IN 1977. WHO DID MARC BOLAN 
TAKE WITH HIM AS SUPPORT BAND? (2) 


16. BANG UP TO DATE. NAME THE NOISE-PUNK 3-PIECE, 
FORMED IN HACKNEY AND LED BY THE CHARISMATIC 
AKIKO MATSURA, ALSO KNOWN AS KEEX? (CLUE: THEIR 
NAME RELATES TO A FAMOUS '70'S GYMNAST) (1) 


MARKS OUT OF 25 


5 or less OK, admit it, disco’s more your thing 
- loser! 

6 - 10 Hmmn, further research needed. Maybe 
do the quiz again, but sober. 

11-15 Now you're cookin’. Dig out the mohair 
jumper & see more bands... 

16 - 20 Splendid effort, reward yourself with a 
subscription to Ripped & Torn 

20+ Rockin’! You the maaan (or woman)! 
Alternatively, you have brought lasting shame 
on yerself by cheating. 
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Editorial 


A young aristocrat, speaking In the House of Commons not long ago, highly amused the Members 
by his remark, “lam not an agricultural labourer”. It used, however, to be almost a commonplace 
for noblemen and clergymen, in addressing audiences of the working classes, to begin by saying, 


“lam a working man”. The remark is not made so often now, because it amounts to little more 


than a play on words. ‘A working man’ does not mean merely a man who does hard work. If it 
did, | could certainly say, “| am a working man”, for it is not a mere idle boast for me to say that 
all my life my time has been occupied with incessant employment. And | do not believe that even 
one UKIP supporter will imagine that the occupation of the clergyman, stockbroker, lawyer or 
businessman, Is less severe and trying than the manual labour of the handicraftsman, however 
different it may be in kind. But when we want to describe a man who toils laboriously in his 
profession we do not call him ‘a working man’, but a diligent or much occupied man. The phrase 
‘a working man’, means, then, a man who belongs to what are called the ‘working classes’, that is, 
to that vast mass of our fellow countrymen who are engaged in toiling with their hands, as smiths, 
or carpenters, or builders, or painters, or husbandmen, and so forth. 


But though | am not in that sense a working man, yet the mere difference of employment In no way 
affects the sympathy | feel - which no ordinarily good man can fail to feel - with those that labour 
with their hands. Our lots are very much alike, after all. We are separated by accidents of birth 
and occupation, but we are united by the closest ties of country and of manhood, of time and of 
eternity. We are children of a common Father; we are the redeemed of a common Saviour; a few 
years hence our dust shall commingle in the Earth, and only then will Our Lord make Judgment 
on the idle, shameless and unprincipled lives that some of the working classes choose to pursue. 


Lord William Legge, Earl of Dartmouth. 


* 
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~ ASUPPORTIVE RESPONSE. 
FROM OUR PUBLICITY DRIVE 


i 


You may gaze upon the dreary grey 
horizon of an industrial city or town and 
wonder with horror how beings can live 
in such places. Well, contrary to the 
beliefs of many, working men thrive in 
such wretched habitats and we must 
not forget the valuable work that such 
people do for our great land. Through 
the generosity of two patriotic friends, 
we were able last month to send several 
thousand copies ofoursister publication 
UK Forever to be given away in the dank 
factories of Rotherham and Sheffield. 
Fromallaccounts eventheveryroughest 
of the men made desperate efforts 
to get a copy. We have since received 
most gratifying letters from the factory 
workers. One says Nothing went down 
with the sheet metal workers like UK 
Forever; and I’m sure if the givers of 
them were only present and saw the 
people's hearty gratitude, they would 
be greatly encouraged. The magazines 


went to many grown people and several 
young folks. Much mirth was provided 
by one fellow, baked brown from too 
many generations in the sun, who had 
a most amusing outburst over your free 
gollywog mask’. 


These letters and similar testimonies 
have decided us in re-establishing our 
‘Free Distribution Fund’, which in past 
years has been of such service in this 
direction. We are quite sure there are 
many that who will only too glad to 
help in distributing UK Forever to the 
hospitals, prisons and to our soldiers, 
sailors and policemen. With greater 
distribution we bring closer the release 
of our great country from the fetters of 
the European Union and the return of a 
monarchy fully restored with the Divine 
Right of Kings [and Queens]. 


RULE BRITANNIA. 


RELIGIOUS MUSINGS 


WORDS: CYRIL BUNKUM 


People ask me, “Cyril”, 

they say, as that is my for- 

mal given name and form of 

address, unless they don't 

know me, in which case they 

say, “Oi, you! Big nose!”, 

which is not my formal given 

name, but still one that | an- 
swer to, although | must state that my nose is in fact medium-to-large sized. “Cyril!” 
and/or “Big Nose!” they say, “What do you think is the best religion?” and of course 
| respond to them, “Well, the only one worth following - The Church of England, of 
course! And my nose is in fact medium-to-large sized, actually.” And they say, “Thanks, 
Medium-to-Large Sized Nose!” or “Thanks Cyril!” That is to say that | don’t actually go 
as far as attending church at any point, nobody does, but that’s one of the great things 
about The Church of England - you don’t have to attend, or even read any of the books 

that they make you read, you 

can just make things up from 

things you've heard from 

other people that probably 

should be in there and that 

makes it true. Being able to 

pick and choose is just one 

of the things that makes The 

Church of England great. 

Forget those other religions 

with their weird rites and 

rituals; they're just pretend- 

ers worshipping false idols 

who don’t know what they're 

talking about. The Church of 

England has sensible cloth- 

based gabardines and holy 

vestments, books written in 

English that people can ac- 

tually understand, and the 

correct version of events 


about how everything is. 
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HOW 10 SPOT 

A FOREIGNER 

FROM A CONSIDERABLE 
DISTANCE AWAY. 


WORDS: CYRIL BUNKUM 
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Foreigners come here to 
steal things from us. If 
you want to know how to 
recognise one, as some 
of them are considerably 
sneaky, here are some key 
tell-tale give-away signs: 


| Darker complexion; 


2 Shifty expression and 
demeanour; 


3 Odd clothing, often 
brightly coloured and 
garish, not drab and dreary, 
as is the British way; 


4 Eyes; 


5 A variety of deformities 
and unpleasant physical 
conditions that make them 
unappealing to look at. 


The best thing to do If 
confronted by one of these 
‘foreign’ types is to point 
at them and yell at the top 
of your voice, Unclean! 
Unclean!” This should deter 
them. If not, use sticks, 
kitchen utensils or weapons 
to dispel them. 
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ORDER 


It is with great sadness and trepidation that | write 
this open letter to the Party, especially as | will be 
using the actual names of those involved. As this 
is an internal publication primarily read by current 
UKIP members, | believe this is the correct forum 
to address some concerns that | suspect many of 
you will sympathise with. | apologise to those mem- 
bers that | have highlighted - this is not primarily in- 
tended as a shaming exercise, but more a desire for 
understanding of the need to change due to our ex- 
pedited electoral success. | fully recognise the con- 
tribution of all those named below, you were there 
for us in our hour of need. Unfortunately, if we are to 
remain a credible mainstream political body and at- 
tract a wider vote, we can no longer be providing fuel 
for a fire that will see our fine party reduced to ash, 
should the leftwing controlled media get their way. 


| am proud of UKIP’s animal welfare policies, how- 
ever, Aaron Keightley, it is unacceptable to wear a 


WORDS: PAUL NUTTALL 


t-shirt with a picture of a cat with electrodes in its 
head while representing your party. We don’t expect 
everyone to wear a Suit and tie at all times but this 
helps no-one, not even the cat. 


Elizabeth Jones, we all admire the work you have 
done for the party but please desist in implying it 
is UKIP policy to sell off entire regions of the UK. 
Your emails to Primark offering them first refusal 
on Exmoor is both unprofessional and premature. 
Your optimism is laudable, but it is very unlikely that 
we will win a majority at the next election, so even if 
we wanted it to happen, it won't be possible for the 
foreseeable future. If this is allan attempt at getting 
some free clothes, please reconsider your behav- 
iour; it will not be tolerated much longer. 


Gordon Taylor, your suggestion that legalising child 
brides will help reduce the population of the UK is 
not just inappropriate; it also doesn’t make sense. If 
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you fail to possess even a basic grasp of the various 
factors that influence population size, you should 
probably be less vociferous on the subject; espe- 
cially with something as incendiary as the marriage 
of children. Your ‘peccadilloes’ have not gone unno- 
ticed, it was not shared with you at the time in order 
to save your blushes, but at last year’s Christmas 
party you were voted ‘Member Most Likely to be a 
Sex Offender’. | suggest you move country and Join 
the Bulgarian Independence Party if you wish to 
pursue your dream. 


Pornography is a blight on our society, it corrupts 
morals and wrecks marriages. As much as we pre- 
fer it not to, it does however exist and its reach is far. 
For this reason we haven't sought to deny involve- 
ment to all those with a connection to the industry. 
John Bickley, when you joined the party, we were 
all aware of your past but we were happy for it to 
be just that. | appreciate that you want to use your 
talents to further our cause; however you really 
should have sought consultation before making and 
distributing British Birds, British Pubs, Britain at its 
Best as a UKIP promotional video. This well inten- 
tioned, if misjudged attempt at expanding the work- 
ing class vote will likely prove harmful to the party; 
pornography never has and never will be a sanc- 
tioned form of campaigning for UKIP. It wouldn't be 
quite so bad if the content was not quite so vulgar. 
| wonder how many women supporters we will win 
over with a film of an actress dressed as Marga- 
ret Thatcher, stripping and collecting semen in a 
handbag marked ‘free market e°cum”nomics’ from 
a pub full of jeering men. You may consider this to 
be art, however the political statement at the end 
about milk snatching and it’s ‘more efficient Brit- 
ish protein replacement’ for schools, is confused at 
best and certainly in poor taste. We need more than 
just the flat cap wearing, bitter drinking vote of the 
North. Think on it please; Margaret Thatcher was a 
great woman and deserves better than this. 


As you can see, there is a great deal to be reflected 
on, but | am sure we can make huge strides if we 
can simply implement some of the famous common 
sense we are rightly so respected for. 
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WORDS: CYRIL BUNKUM 


As an avid advocate of proper, de- 
cent values, I, Cyril Bunkum, for 
that is my name, shall avow to set 
right some of society's impetu- 
osities in the subsequent missive 
that | am writing with my fingers 
on a computer keyboard device. 
Just what has Great Britain be- 
come? Not great, that’s what | 
think! Do you see how | turned 
around the name of the country 
where | live there to a contradic- 
tory stance? Clever, wasn’t it? 


| am writing because there are 
untoward elements afoot. For- 
eign elements. And we all know 
what happens when foreign ele- 
ments enter a food chain, don't 


we? They take it over, and get rid 


of the host. How repellent! Let me 
explain how it is. 

Well, where do | begin? This 
country is being over-run by a 
bunch of filthy, putrid immigrants 
with their pointy teeth and their 
big,bushy tails. That’s right. You 
know who I'm talking about, I’m 
just saying the thing that every- 
one’s thinking. We all know what 
the problem is - Grey Squirrels. 
They're the elephant in the room, 
only they’re not elephants, they're 
squirrels. But they are grey. 


Those toothy, scuttling bastards 
come over here and pinch all of 
our nuts, then scurry up our trees, 
which they probably defecate on 
and rub themselves against in a 
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provocative manner like some 
kind of perverse, reverse pole- 
dancing display of vulgarity. 
Dirty little vermin! That thought 
doesn’t excite me, as of course it 
shouldn't! And those people who 
knock on my door have the au- 
dacity to say that I’m nuts! Just 
because | chase feral squirrels 
up trees! Is that so wrong? So 
what if | bark and howl at them, 
at least I'm barking up the right 
tree! Woof! Woof! Hoooowwl! 


| also think that all foreigners 
should be incarcerated and ex- 
terminated with the minimum of 
fuss, including students on for- 
eign exchange trips and tourists. 


CUCKOOS - 
A WARNING FRO 
(NATURAL) HISTO 


MARTYN HEALE INVESTIGATES 


Everyone Is familiar with the anti-social behaviour 
of the Cuckoo; they lay an egg in a host’s nest to 
trick them into raising their offspring. Fewer howev- 
er, mainly due to the leftwing biased, pro-European 
media, are aware of the burgeoning problem of lazy 
immigrants using similar tactics to avoid bringing 
up their own children, whilst feathering their own 
(empty) nest by outrageously still claiming state 
benefits. 


The Robinsons, a typical caring family from Newcas- 
tle were victims of a predatory Latvian couple that 
adopted such practices. “At first we just had a feel- 
ing that something was wrong” Janet Robinson told 
us, Johnny just didn’t have the same facial features 
or mannerisms that he used to, plus he was only 
speaking in a foreign language.” It turned out that 
the devious Eastern Europeans had put their own 
child in some of Johnny Robinson’s own clothes, 
a common tactic to fool trusting British couples. It 
was a simple oversight that gave the game away - 
the Latvian boy had been left in his own underwear, 
which bore the name tag ‘KriSjDnis’. “We were hor- 
rified; we had assumed Johnny’s strange behaviour 
was down to growing pains”. This poor confused, 
loving, British couple had had their lives turned up- 
side down due to the cruel cultural norms of East- 


ern Europe. “When giving him fish fingers, he tried 
to eat our actual fingers.” Yes, you read that cor- 
rectly, the little Euro monster was literally biting the 
hand that feeds. 


Things took a more sinister turn when George Rob- 
inson went to cut the grass one day. “| walked to the 
end of the garden to get the lawn mower as usual 
but noticed something odd jutting out from the side 
of the shed”. Indeed, the Robinsons’ worst fears 
had been realised; it was Johnny's lifeless body ly- 
ing next to the shed. As is usual with such cases, 
the hosts’ child is murdered in cold blood, either by 
the European mother, or more commonly by the re- 
placement child itself. 


This disturbing case is unfortunately not that un- 
common. Many families never realise they are rais- 
ing another mother’s child and combined with a 
reluctance of the police to tackle Eastern European 
cultural criminality, the full picture is yet to emerge. 
This is likely to be the next big scandal to rock the 
establishment and UKIP is not frightened to speak 
the truth. Until our borders are properly controlled, 
there are likely to be far more problems due to the 
huge gulf in social conventions within Europe. 
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BEST OF BRITISH GRUB 


WORDS: CYRIL BUNKUM 


| was standing in my garden the other day, singing 
the national anthem in honour of our noble Queen 
whilst in nothing but my spotted underpants and a 
pair of Wellington boots, as is my God-given right as 
a proud Englishman, when | got around to thinking - 
this is exactly what Europe, with its regulations and 
its bits of paper, wants to stop me from doing. Those 
Europeans (of which | do not count myself part of, 
even though England is supposed to be in Europe, 
which it isn’t, and that’s that) want to take away our 
rights by imposing their human rights on us. It’s 
just not right! They don’t want me to eat Yorkshire 
pudding, to scoff Cornish pasties or munch down on 
a Cumberland sausage. If we were part of Europe 
(which we're not even if maps say we are, but what 
do they know?!), we wouldn't be allowed to eat Eccles 
cakes or Bakewell tarts, they'd probably force us to 
change the names to Euro cakes and Brussels tarts 
most likely, and put snails and raw cabbage in them! 
Who do they think they are, those cake-snatching, 
cabbage-fondling bastards?! Get your hands off our 
Victoria sponges, you nefarious brutes! 


Now, just because | happened to be smearing jam 
tarts on my nipples in full view of the general public, 
as is my God-given right, those petty bureaucrats in 
Brussels went and called the police (or “gendarme” 
more like, the garlic-swilling Hun!) and said that | 
had to stop it and put a shirt on. What abject pop- 
pycock! Although | probably shouldn't use that word, 
as | think it’s foreign. Actually, a lot of words are for- 
eign, aren't they? Therefore, | say we should only use 
indigenous British words from now on henceforth. 
To be on the safe side, we should probably just not 
use any more words whatsoever, and simply stand 
in our gardens in our Wellies, smearing jam on our 
pert nipples. So with that said, I'll stop now using 
words now. 


| Bloody foreigners! 
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